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 Shadows on the Snov,

By B. L. FARJEON,
- AvTnon or *Rraneo’ M-
ST "Juun}ltl“'gr‘;?‘ n.g?ﬂ'
L PART L—Cosniwvsn,

I tenewed my efforts to tear open
ghe door—in vain. The engine was
Before me, and, almost on the thought,
1 found myzelf llgl))‘l it, strugpling with
dhe engincer, who strove to prevent
my mad purpose.  Iremembered noth-

ing more. sudden erash—an up-
¥ heaving that heraldod the violent end-
ing of the world—the fiving of a myriad
fiery particles in the  air—and then,
soblivion. When I recoversd my senses
1 heard that a torrible aecident, inex-
plieable to all but me, had occurred,
and that my wife and her paramour
were killed, with a score of olher per-
@ons. Upon earth I was never to see
their faces again.”

At that moment William, looking
Toward the house, saw for the third
timo the mystorions shadow on the
wuow. In some unzccountable way, it
inspindf liim with unreasonable resent-
ment, and nothing but the stroag in-
“terest ho took in Stephen’s story would
l.‘«“.‘llrlrmrd Liim from pursuing it.

Then T aroas from my bed of sick-
mess I was a changod man, 1 had
tasted the sweetness of life, and it had
poisoned my blood. T elosed my door
upon ail humanity. The shadow of
leath was hanzing over my houso—for
=oh, Willinm Fairfield! when in my de-
spair I had daghed my baby beauty to

o earth, I had not killed her, but I
had maimed, deformed her beyond all
wmiortal care, and she grow into what
~vou set her now.  She does not know
that it is I who inflicted this bitter grief
wstpon her.  Moreifully it is hidden from
ber, as it has heen hidden from all
otibers until this night. It was sup-
posed that sbe met with an aeceident for

! which no human hand was sccount-
able; but 1, her father, made her what
#he i=. L her father, wrecked her

young life upon the rock of my despair;

) and [, her father, bour after hour, doy

. after day, within me the sceds of a

¢ g and amonizing that 1

rmyeeif Hhfrom limb eonld

or the blight that I have
m my child.” *

i had grown very still; no

sound of merriment floated from the

house. The shadow had disappered.

I As Williom noted 1lis, there stole into

! his beart a sospicion which made him
shoglder.

“Do you wonder now that 1 am

morvse, sullen, uncharilable? Do you

wonder now that 1 shun my fellow-
men—that [ hate them all, seorn, dis-

i' Trust them all?  But not 1o exense my-
| #olf have Lspoken,  Take waming that
i you are not betrayed as [ wos betrayed.

t is the soul, not the face, of & woman
that constitutes the happiness of man.
I you sk why I have told you my
story, [ mayin some part truly answer
That it is to save you from o fate simi-
}ar te that which fell to my onhappy

ot.”

“To save me!"” exelaimed William.

*Ay.” returned Stephen: “yon love
Lanra Harrild's face as I loved the face
<l my wife. She is fair and beantiful
—as was my wife. Leam frem me
that every fair woman is slike in this—
that sho so thirsts for admiration that
the love of ene man will not suflice
her.”

“Yon wrong

them, vou wrong

them.” murmured William.

il vet to-night—""
cohoed Wiilin look-

2

man’s arms—
1 Willinm, in an ag-
“Yon lie! As there is

By my child’s

a =olemn gath solemnly ot-

It was
Aored, and it was acoeptod as direct

testimony by the vounger man. He
held np his hands mechanically in a
pitiable appeal forsilence, and Stephen
wboyved the motion. In the fow brief
‘ moments that ensued, all the glory of
the nixht faded away in William  Fair-
fiold’s sizht. “The moon lost its brighit-
b aness, the elonds eir beawary, the white
J +mow jis purity.  Stephen’s whispered
defilement had dl‘ﬁl-'ll the place and
season. Yot a duty had 1o be per-
formed —his manhood had to b vindi-
eatedd.  But first he would make sure;
periiaps be had mistaken the purport
wof Stephan’s accasation.
I *Repeat,”™ he said, i a sat, dogged
f tome, *and bricfiv. whst yon have
gﬁ\:ﬂb’ said concerning Laura Har-
(it

*Two hours since, 1 saw her yon-
aler,” said Stevhen, in wensured tones,
pointing to the spot where William had
meen the shadow, “pressing a man to
her hesrt with as fond aliection as fakee
“woman can show. Ton ezn best say
: whether that man was William  Fair-
e . field.™ .

. O] It was true, then. He had not mis

i taken the meaning of the tion.

iy But two hours since! What was he do-
= :,ﬁ” that time? With an effort be

f= ected his thoughts. It was at that
wery time he had seen the shadow of

the man on the snow, and had ecalled

i - Laora's atlention to it; and she had
A Fmplored him not to out, and had
then left him for fully half an bour. For

what purpose? To meet ber secrct

Jover, to weep and smile over him, to

xield to his embrace. Had not Stephen

- soen them? This man, whom the
1 world cond i and lovked upon
I with aversion, had proved his truest
{ Triend. Utterly blotted from' his mem-
«wory was the p be had given to the
womnan of his choice: “Put me to s ee-

were test, and se¢ me sm at you
with perfect trusifulness, as I do now,
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to this

and confused. He f‘ at
Stephen Winkworth. Was |t ible
that he should ever like this

If love were false!

eart, love’s pure spirit was defiled.
*0h,” he groaned, clenching his

How could yon thus deceive me?"
He had jodged her. Weak as he was,
he had condemmned her. The first whis-
or of unfaithfulness. It mattered not

he moved mechanically toward the

e,

“Don’t gricve too much, my Iad,”
eaid Stephen, as he walked by Will-
iam’s side; -*she is not worth it
hard to bear, but it is better now than

after."
“Be silent!” exclaimed William,
moodily. “You have told me to-night

that which may blast my life.
Yes;
This man hud made him donbt.
He met Laura in the passage. Un-

looking for lim about the house, never
thinking that he had been out in the

Her face lirhted
stepped toward him.
that there only purily and innocence
dwelt?

etninless sonl?

him. Muddened by what he had heard,
be pnshed rodely by her, and then,

» drove back the tenrs that had

fundly

she said, sweetly, “and poor Alice has

sion in his voice, “do vou love me?
“Yon frighten me, William, " replied

the girl, shrinking timidly from him.
He observed the setion, and miscon-

“Answer me,” he said sternly; “do
not shrink from me, or evade my ques-

*Yes, William.”

‘wounded him as though it were a dag-
ger's point.
suffering he was inflicling upon her by
his own pain in the infliction, but he

you, Laura. You know the hold yon
have upon my heart. You know that

balief that yon lovid me, and discover

“I believe it,” she answered, with
trembling lips.

“And now answer me again,” he
said, sol i

doubts that baunted him were phan-
toms that playved about eviry word ahe

distorted meaning.

an hour agone!
suppose,” he said, with a guict

sobs now breaking into 2 paroxysm.
He was frenxiad with love and jeal

different to her emotion.
was false and he had proof in woinls,
but not yet in deed. He wonld wait for

to sooth her; and alth
most heart-broken, her sweet, loving

siniled,

Reuben Harrild's Christmas parties
alwuys broke np early.
merry-
weather had to be taken in eonsidera-
tion. Upon the stroke of ten, his guests
prepared to tradge or to be driven to
their respective homes. The evening
had been a pleazant one, and each one
wished his neighbor a merry Christmas

Woys dnd Wymers, thawed into geni-
ality, shook hands cordislly with all
sorts of people; and as for
was not a person

who did not behave as thongh
in a raging thirst, and mistook the lit-
tle doctor for a pump!

*The annoyance of it is," said Dr.
Bax, as, his face beaming with
nature,
throat, *that everything must come to

“I beg your pardon,” interposed Mr.
Wymer,
“Ko?"
“Ko.
Wymer, with an air which proclsimed:
That is eternal.

“-Of course, except the law,” said the
Doctor; “‘that will forever.
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point, and there he .

Was not the
strong enongh? Already in his

in agony, * oh, Laura, Laura!

what lips—had becn to him a

of her guilt.

he would wateh to-night. To
midst much eonfused wandering,
nd was settled; and, so l'mml‘res,

It is

this man had poisoned the well
had swectened his existence.

t his long absenco, she had been

ight for such alength of time.
up piadly as she
Conld he not see

Could he not look into her
il eyes and se¢ the rellex of her

Doubt and jealousy had blinded
sudden remorse, stooped and
her, despising himaeif the next
ut for the impulsive tenderness,
into hor eyes, and, laying her
imiliv npon his shoulder, nestled
to him.
ve missed yon ever so long,”

asking ufter yon so anxiously,
e must have been afrnid yon

ost.”
urs,” he said, with a fierce pas-

it.
You know I love you, do you

'y harsh word he spoke to her

He was conecions of the

teath close, and did not flinch.
u know how perfectly T love

bretter be dead than live in the

I hadd been deecived. You
do you not? Answer me."

= Lna

thi

“do you fove me?
" she replied, wilh
k

¥ sy, without deceit?”
d, indeed. it is=o! O, Will-

chenge hns come over
The

this countent him? No.

1. and hore it to his sense with
What had Stephen
In another man's arms but
Shame, shame!

m?

e85, “it is the usnal way in
girls answer their lovers.™
lhiam, William™ she eried, her

but fe conld not be extirely in-
That she

niirmetion, and then would de-
yw to act. In this spirit he strove

she was al-

conguercd, making excnses for
ered mood, and after a time she
up through her tears and

Some of the
makers had far to go, and the

happy New Year. Even the

Doctor Bax,
in $he company
he were

he tied

F

a ecraval romn

seutentivusly,

ueried Dr. Bax.
re is the law," said Mr.

“not every-

any.

“For the poor,”" he simply said.

b | ‘”ﬁ your gnudou.e‘ eaid Mr.
Wymer, looking into the bag, which
I xd to be u bive bag.

“For the poor," repeated Dr, Bax,

“Whose poorP" asked Mr. Wymer,

fudicially.

“Mine— od’s™

Mr. Wymer's face instantly lost ita
judicial aspect.

“Pardon me," be said, dropping a
coin into the bag; and Dr. Bax's cyes
glistoned at the Hash of gold.

Miss Wymer contributed a small
packet, saying, stifly:

“Six and eightpence. I nover give
mg;r:: 1 never give l:il;.h” :

one, from to low, gave
his :::{ﬁ, Willinm Fairfield hclngpl.he
Inst. Dr. Bax gently nudged the young
farmer, who sullenly flung some pieces
of money into the beg. His ungracious |
manner drew the attention of the little |
doctor upon him, and from Willinm's |
fuco his eyes wandered to Laura's. The
trouble depicted there startled him, I
but be made no immediate reference to
it

“*This is good,” said Dr. Bax, drawing |
the strings of thebag together. “l ama
rich man. I am a happy man. ‘Thank |
you, frivnds, in the nzmeo of the !0111‘."1

A dog-cart was waiting outside for
the doctor; he stood at the side of the |

rony wuntil William came from the
onse,
“ Here vou are at Iast,™ he eried;
+jump in."
But Willinm turned away, saying he |
was not in the humor for company. |
Doctor Bax Inid his hand gently upon
the young man’s arm. |
“ That is just the reason why com-
any should be foreed upon you; un- |
ess, Indeed,” said the doctor, with an
upward glance at William's white face, |
*‘the impulse which urges you to shun |
your friend springs from pure hnppi-|
ness. There are feelings so sacred as to |
demanil solitude—{feclines with which,
when our souls are stirred by thom,
only the spirit of Natare ean have con- |
munion. When I was a young man, 1
was at intervals for o brief space under
such a apell. Then I would wander |
into the woods, where no human eye
could behold me,
ur out its
appiness which melted me into wor-
ship. William, when ! was yuar age,
I loved.™

* And now?" questioned William, in |
a tone which exhibited no sympathy |
for his friend. His grief and despair |
wero overwhelming in their soliish
force, and he had no room in his heart
for other sentimoent. |

“And now,” replied Dr. Bax, with |
simple pathos, “1 am alone in the
worll. Ah, no!" he eried, with swift
correction of himself; “how can & man
be alone when humanity calls out to
him, holds out its band and says: *Give
me of your keart; double my joy by
sharing it with me; lessen my sorrows |
and troubles by svmpathizing with l
them! No, I am not along thoweh the
waman [ loved was snatehed from me
by death. Upon her gravel can lay
not only sweet memories, but such
daily duties as it i= in my humble |
power to perform, and which it glad- |
dens her soul to soo, a8 she gnzes upon |
me from the spirit-world with eyes of |
love.™

*“Yon are fortunate in your memor-
ies,” said William, moodily.

“Ii Ihad not the evidence of my |
senses, 1 should think that it was Ste- |
phen Winkwortih whe makes that re-
mark to me, not the William Fairfield
who Las as {rie easso to bless his lot
as any man dare hope for.  Yes, thank
God, I am fortenate in my memories; |
they ara the stars of my life.  William,

have some visits to make and you
must accompany me. Nay, I will not
be denied.  You need companionship, |
1 am = doctor of the mind as well as of |

the body, and I can see taat you are |

mffering.”  He paused for awhile, in- |
viting coniidence, and, cliciting none, |
continved: “Gleomy thoughts come to
all men at times; aod althongh Ido |

not desire to intrude upen yours against
rour wish, I shall not allow you to

od over your shadows and magnify
them out of zll ressonable propor-
tions.™

William started at the word “shad-
ows," and considered for a moment.
It was bot a few minutes past ten
o'clock. and the appointment which
Stephen Winkworth bad told him that
Laura bad made with another lover
wasnot to take place until an hour
after midnight.  Dr. Bax was his
true friend, and he could not shake
him off without resorting to subterfuze.
He had time to aceompany the doctor,
and return to witness the false girl's
treachery, i Stephen Winkworth had
oot lied to him.

“I will zo with you,™ he said.

Away they sped to the adjacent vil-
lage, the pony throwing up the snow
merrily with his hoofs, as though he
knew n what crrand they were
. Bax lived in the heari of the

tor; “I want you to help me."

Upon the doctor’s table was quite v
number of purcels and a fow toys,
which he desired William to place in
the While this was being
done, the doctor em;

» adan

| the Becond, in Dalmatia, it was printed

o
¢, and my soul wonld u,f’m'
atitude for the Heavenly | o4,

| London T¥mes?
| France was in W1, by a physician, whe
health of bis patients. The French nation

Germany, in conrts of juslice, men fonght

decision of the court: and if the judge's

| Tocqueville, Xewophon, or Herodotus, or
Percival? Not many.

and religious—this acqunintance
science and art—this power Lo appreciate

everywhers present, fiying over the fences,
shoved under the door, tossed inio the
counting-house, laid on the work-Lench,
bawked through the cars. All read it:
white and black, Gersmnn, Irishman, Swiss,
Spanish, American, old and young, good
and bad, sick and well, bafore breakfast
and after tea, Monday morning, Baturday
nizghbt, Sunday and weok day.

out, oppressicn dethroned, crimes extir-
m‘t;;.“ the world raised, Heavem rejoiced
an:

Discourse on the Trisls of
paper Bditors and Beporters.

The Shums They Gos and ihe Tompiations
They Moot in Thelr Seareh for Nowe—
As OtSsrpald Class, 8a s Eals, sad
Thair Souls Nebody's Cure.

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, in a recent
sermon, took op the cudgel for the news-
paper men, {llustrating their trials, temp-
tations and almost censoless labors In the
fight for current news in a forcible man-
ner. He took for his baxt:

Dabold & fiyleg roll \—{Eachariah v, 1.

Dr. Talmage said: This winged shest of
the text bad on [t a prophecy. The flying
roll to-day is the newspaper. In calcu-
lating the influsnces that affect society
you ean no mors afford to ignore It tham

Atlantic Ocean.

It Is Bizgh time that I preach & sermon
expressing my appreciation of what the
mewspaper prens has dons and (s doing.
Ko man, living or dead, is or has been so
indebtad to it ax I am, for It gives me
perpatual andience In every city, town
and neighborhnod of Christendom, and [
take this opportonity bafore God and this
peapls to thank the editors and pablishers,
and componitors and type-setters the
world over, and I give fair notice that I
shall take every opportunity of enlarging
this fleld, whether by stenographle report
on the Babbath, or galley-proofs on Mon-
dny, or pravicus dictation. I have said
agzain and agafn to the officers of this
church, whosver elss are crowdad, don't
let the reporters be crowdad. Each re-
sponsible and intelligent reporter is ten
or fifteen churches Luilt on to this church,
Ninsty-five per oent. of the newspa-
pers are npow my frionds, and
do me full justice and more than jostice,
and the other five of the hundred are such
wnotorions linrs that nobody believes them.
It was in aelf-def that years
ago I employed an official stenographer of
my own because of the appalling misrep-
resentations of myself and church. From

;
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prints had recognized some of their do-
ings; untll in this day, when we have in
thi

000,000 copien. The presa and the telegraph
have gone down into the same great harvest
field to reap, and the telsgraph says to tha
newspaper: “I'll rake while you bind;™
and the irom testh of the telegraph are set
down at one end of the harvest fleld and
drawn clenn scross, and ths newspaper
gathers un tha shoaves, setting down one
sheaf on the breakfast table in the whape
of a morning newspaper, and patting down
ansther sheaf on the ten table in the shape
of an evening newspaper; aod that man

who neither reads nor fakes a
newupaper would be & curiosity.
What v=st grogresy pince the

day wlen Cardinal Weleay desibred
that either the printing press mnst go
down or thes Chureh of God must go down,
to this time, when the printing press and
pulpit are In comlination, and a man on
the Babbath dny may preach the Gospel to
five hundred people, while on Monday
morning, through the secnlar journals, he
may proach that Gospel to millions.
Notwithstanding all this that yon have

written odi-

theory. In the next colnmn thers in a miz-

erable, contemptible diverce ease. Which |

do you read first? You dip into the »di-
torial long enough to say: “Well, that's
very ahly written,” and you read the
divorce case from the “long primer” tvpe

st the top, to the “nonpareil” type at the
bottom, and then you ask yonr wifa if she |

hasread it! O, it is only & case of supply
and demand. Newspapsr men are no fonls.
They know what you want. and they give
it to you. I believe that if the church and
the world bought nothing but pure, honeat
and healthfnl newspapers, hing

pure, hopest and healthfal newspaners
would be lished. If yom shonld gather

all the editarn and reporiers of this enane |

try in one great convention, and then salk
of them what kind of a papbr they would
prefar to publish, 1 heliove they would
unanimounaly say: “We wounld prefer to
publieh an elsvated paper.” So lonz as
there i2 an inquitons demand, there will he
an inquitoms sapply. I make no spology
for a dobanched newspaper, hut T am say-
ing thess thines in arder to dirids the re.

| mpansibility betwoen thoss that priut and

that things have mi i v ¢ch 4, | gnined in position and inf ®, men of | those !:Im read.
until pow it is just as appalling in the the presx, how many words of svmpathy Anot t tation of the pap
marvelous opportunity opened. do you got doring a year? Not ten. How | profession is the grent allorement that

The newspaper i the great sdocator of
the nineteenth century. Thare is no force
compared with {&. It is book, pulpit, plat-
form, forum, all inone, And there Is not
an interest—roilgions, literary, commer-
cial, sclentific, agricultural or mechanieal
—that is not withia its grasp. All our
charches, and schoo's, and collezes, and
asylums, and art gallories feel the quak-
ing of the printing press.

The institation of nowspapers arose in
Italy. In Venice the first newspaper was
published, and monthly, during the tima
that Venice was warring against Solviman

for the purpose of giving military and
commercial information to the Veneliann,
The first newspaper published in England
was in 1358, and ealled the Enalish Mer-
+  Others were styled the Weeliy Dis-
the Secret Owl, Heraclitus Ridens,

Who car estimate ths political, scientifte,
sommercial amd religious revolutions
roused up in England for many ysars past
by Bell's Weekly Dispatch, the Standard,
the Morning Chronicle, the Pust snd the

many sermons of practical helpfulness for
your profession are preached during the
twalve months?"’ Not one. How many

surrounds them. Everr occupation and
profession has templations pecnliar to
itaelf. and the newspaper profession s not

ti The great draught, as yon

words of excoriation, and d intion,
and hyper-criticism do yom get in the
snme length of time? About ten thousand.
If you are n tvps-sottor and get the type
in the wrong font the foreman storms ab
you. If you are a foremsn and can not
t the {nsar hls and get

the “forms" ready at jnst the time,
the publisher denoumces woo. If yom
nre a pullisher and make mismanage-
ment, then the owners of the paper will be
hard on you for lack of dividend. If you
are an sditor and you announce an an-
popular sentiment, all the pens of Christen-
dom are flungat yon. If yon are a reportery
you shall be held responsihle for the In-
distinetness of public speakers, and for the
blunders of tvpe-satters, and for the fact
that you ean not work quite so well in the
flickering zaslight and after midnizht as
you do In the neonday. If you are & proof-
reader, upon you shall come the united
wrath of editor, reporter and reader, be-
cause you do mot properly arrange the
periods, and the ssmicolons, and the ex-
1 points, and the asterinks,

The first attzzopt at this [netl in

published the News for the amusement and

understood fully how to appreciats this
power. Napoleon, with his own hand,
wrote articles for the press, and 20 early as
in 1820 thers were in Paris 109 journals.
But in the United States the newspaper
has cometounlimited sway. Thoughin 1778
there wers but thirty-seven in the whale
country, the number of published jowrnals
is now counted by thousands; and to-day
—we may as well acknowlwlze it as not—
the religious and wecular newspapers are
the great educators of the couniry.

I find no dificolty in ncoounting for the
world's advance. Fort- centuries ago, in

with their fists to see who should hav= the

Tal s

was tory, then the
judge fought with counssl. Many of the
lords could not read the desds of their own
ostates. What has made the changa?

“Books,"” you say.

Ko, sir! The vast majority of citizens
do not read Looks, Taks this audience, or
any other promistwons assemblage, and
how many histories haves they read® How
many tr on conat 1 law, or
politieal economy, or works of science?
How many elaborats voems or books ol
travel? How much of Boyle, of De

In the United States the people would
not average one such book a year for each
individual.

Whence, then, this intelligence—this ea-
pacity to talk about all themes, secular
with

the beautifol and grand? Next to
Bible the newspaper—swill-wi i and

Flenty of abuse for yon, but no sym-
pathy. Harving beon in a ponition where
1 conld see these things going om from
year to year, I have thooght that this
morning [ wonld preach & sermon om
the trials of the newspaper profles-iom,
praying that God may bless the sermon
to all thoss to whom this message may
come, and leading thoss sot in the pro-
fession to & more kindly and lenient bear-
ing toward those who are.

One of the great trials of this newspa-
per profesgion is the fact that they are
compelled to ase more of the shams of the
world than any other profession. Through
every mnewspaper office, day by dav,
g0 the weaknrasen of the world, the
wvanities that want to be pnffed, the re-
venges that want to he wreaked, all the

an
know, is on the nervous forces, and tha
brain is racksd. The hlundering politi-al
speech munt read well for the sake of the
party, and so the reporter, or the sditor,
has to make it read well, although every
sentence was a catastrophe to the Engzlish
language. The reporter most hear all that
an inandibie speaker, who thinks it is vnl-
gar to speak out, says; and it must he
right the next morning or the naxt night

whole audience sat with its hand behind
it ear in wain trying to eatch it. This
man mast go through killing night-work.
He must zo futo heated assemblages, and
into unventilated audience-rooms that are
enough to take the life out of him. Hs
must visit court-rooms which are almost

He most expose himeell at the fire. Ha
must write in foetid alley-ways, Added
to mil that be muost have hasty
mastication and irregular hahbits. To
hear op under this tremendons nerv-
ous straln they are tempted o art-
ficial stimnlus, and how many thousnds
have gone down under that pressares G
oaly knows, They must have something
to counteract the wet, thoy must have
somothing to keep out the chill, and after a
scant night's sleep they must have some-
thing to revive them for the morninz’s
work. That is what made Horace Greeley
such & stoul temperance man.

Another trial of this profession Is the
fact that no one seems to care for their
souls. They feel bitterly nbout it, thongh
they langh. People somnstimes langh the

are sxpected to gather ap religions pro-
ceedings and to discnss religions doctrinas
in the editorial columns, but who experts
them to be saved by the sermons they pho=

ph, or by the doctrines they discuss

mistakes that want to be corrected, all the
dull wpeakers who want to ba thoucht
loquent, all the meannass that wants to
met its wares noticed gratls in the edi-
torial cclumns in ortder to save the tax
of the advertising column, sl ths men
who want to be set rizht who never were
richt, all the erack-lrained philowophers,
with story ns long as thelr hair and as
gloomy as their finger-nails, in mourning
because bereft of soap: all the itindant
bores who come to stay five minotes and
stop an hour. From the editorial and
reportorial rooms, all the follios and
shams of the worid are seen day
by day, and the temptation is to believe
neither in God, man nor woman. It ix no
surpriss to me that in your profession there
are some skeptical men. I omly wonder
that you believe anything., Unleswm an adie
tor or a reporter has in his present or his
early home s model of earnest character,
or he throw himself apon the upholding
grace of God, he must makes temporal and
eternal shipwreck.

Another great trial of the newspaper
profession is inad te tion,
Rince the days of Hazlitt and Sheridan and
John Milton and the wailings of Grubb
strest, London, literary toil, with very few

in the editorial columns® The world looks
uwpon them as professional. Who preaches
to reporters and editors® Some of tiem
eame from religions home:, and when they
left the paternal rool, whoever regarded or
disrezarded, they come off with a father's
benediction and a mother’s prayer. They
never think of those good old times, but
tears coms inte thelr eyes, and thay move
around this great, roaring metropolis
bomesick. O, if they only knew wha* n
belpful thing it is for & man to put his
weary head on the bor~n of & sym-
pathetic Christ! He knows bow nervous
and tired you are. He ban a heart large
enough to taks in all your interests in this
world and the next. O, men of the news-
Paper press, you sometimes got sick of this
world, it seems 5o botlow and unsatisfying.
If there are any people in all the earth that
nesd God, you are the men, and you shall
bave Him if only this day you implore His
mercy.

Let me ask all men connectad with the
printing press that thev holp us more and
mare in the effort to make the world be(-
ter. I charge you in the name of God, be-
fore whom you mast account for the tree
mendous influemce you bold in this
couniry, to consecrale yourselves to
high deavors. You sre the men to

exceptions. has not besn properly requi
When Oliver Goldsmith received a friend,
in his house he, the aothor, had to siton
the window, because thore was only ome
chair. Linaces sold his splendid work for
a ducat. De Foe, Tae author of two hun-
dred and eighteen volumes, died penni-
less. The learned Johnson dined behind &
screen becauss his clothes wore too shahby

fight back this invasion of cwrupt lit-
ernture. Lift up your right hand and
swear new allegiance to the canse of phil-
anthropy and religion. And whem, at
last, standing on the plains of jndgment
you look out upon the unnumbersd throngs
over whom you have lad influsnce, may
it be found that you were among the

ightieat energies that lifted men uwpon

to allow him dine with the g who,
on the other side of the screen, were ap-
planding his works. And so on down to
the present time, literary toil is a great
struggle for bread. The world seemn= to
bave a grodge azninst s man who, as they
say, gots his living by his wits; and the
day laborer says to the man of literary
toil: “You come down hers, and shove a

sppreciation for that which :ppulﬂ?th

the exalted pathway that leads to the re-
nown of Heaven. Better than to have sat
in editorial chair, from which, with the
finger of type, you decided the destinies
of empires, but decided them wrong, thas
you had beon some dungeoned exile, who,
by the light of window iron-grated, or
scraps of & New Testament leal, picked up
from the hearth, spelled cut the story of
Him who taketh away the sins of the
world.

In sternity Dives is the beggar!

stomach than for that which app to
ths brain. They have no idea of the [m-

mense financial and intellectual exh

tioas of the newspaper press. They grum-
blo becacss shey have to pay five cents a
copy, and wish they had only to pay three,
or paying three, they wish they had oaly
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in the papers, though the night befors the |

always disgusting with rum and tobacen. |

loudest when they feel the worst. They |

any body had s-got up I'd a given him
the floor satb n.—Sam
—A w of ('é-tf'wll‘?. the famous

| ockholm, and is on his way

| his native Innd where he hopes to labor
ns a missionary.

—The pastors of several churches

| have adopted the plan of having an in-

bt | quiry-meeting at ench ordinary Sabbath

| evening sel

with marked good re-
| sults.

The congregations are larger
and more interested, and there are gon-
| erally fonnd several inguirers in attend-
| ance.— Christian af Work.

! —For many years it has been one of
my constant regrets that no schoolmas-
ter of mine had a knowledge of natural

' history, so far, at least, as to have
taught mo the grusses that grow by the
wayside, and the little, wingless neigh-

| bors that are continually meeting me

| with a salutation which [ ean not an-
| swer, as things are.—Thomas Carlyle.
—The Ezaminer has information that
two Bussian Baptists who were necnsed
by Russinn “popes™ because of the'r
religious belief, wers sentenced to death
by the court. Their wives, children and
| relatives were also bronght into court,
| and when asked whether

| give up their belicf, they said: “Do with

! ns what you please, but we will abida

| by the same faith.” They were sent to

| prison. but they read the Bible there to
their fellow prisoners.—N. ¥. Exam-
| —Statisties show, says a Hambur,
per, that Germany stands at the

of the edueated countries of Europe. In

| Germany, 94 per_cent. of the

tion can read: in England, 91 per cent.;

Anstria, B8 per gent.; France, 83 per

cent,; Italy, 74 per cent.; Spain, Sﬂcpw:

cont.; Russia, 53 cent. In

m‘:f' 89 can read, write and cipher; in

England, 81 per cent.; France, 77

cent.; Austrin, 75 cent.; Italy, 63
;.;r cent.; Spain, per cent.; Bossia,
| 39 per cent.

WIT AND WISDOM.

—You will gain a good Eﬂhﬁ- if
! you avoid those actions w you cen-
(sure and blame in others.—N. Y. Led-
| —wCan February March?" asked the
punster, with a sickly smile. *Perhaps
| not," replied the quiet man, “but April
| May." —Boston Transcript.
| —The reason why the word *honey-
| moon™ is onl nppl{ad to married per-
| son8 is probably becanse the moon only
affects the tied.—Pacifie Jesler.
—*Politeness,”” says a modern
Yankee Socrates, *is lawfal tender all
the world over; it will win nine times
out of ten on mankind, and js a
| risk to take even upon the mule.™
—*Ohio agﬁsu:nl the world,"” boasts
a bragmart eve journal. Well!
;l'lu- world beats Ohioeggs. Thus, even
n matters of » are all things
i muade u"rn.-—ﬁr:‘ku]w
—A barber’s idea of jocosity—*I fell
you what it is," said the nga barber,
| “when you attempt to cut the hair of &
bald-heaied man you are indulging ina
bit of shear nonsense!™ ;
—UGerrold said to an ardent young
| gentleman, who burned with a ‘desire
to sce himself in print: ‘Be advised
by me, young man; don't take down
the shutters before there is something
in the window.""— Prairie Farmer.
—Some one savs: “Nothing can be
both a failure and a snecess.” Can't
it? Study on this swhile. When the
weﬂye:] forces the down to
#ero it always comes to nan, —Bing-
huzmlon quiuim o
—So witty a compliment is
made as that of Svdney Smith's to
friends, Mre. Tighe and Mm Cuoffe:
*“Ah! there yon are—the cuff that
one would be glad to wear, and the
that no one would lose™
—A boy who was asked what was the

or hisfinger. *The feclings,” he
“Right, my dear child,” :f; the
tioner. *“And why is it worse to
the feelings?™ you can't tie
a around them," answered the
child. —N. Y. Post.
—First Tramp—*Strike an:

that house?” “Yes, 1

¥ 7 *Giot kicked

man.” *Get

out.”” *Perhaps he "t know
 Ho aiid b aew Bind 4

o Kokl me lu siscanisapec o

generations."'—N. Y. Independent.
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be either more or less wool, isn't it?
FPapa—No, dear. Atoddyis & mix-
and water.




